THE   RETURN   JOURNEY

and bound up the toes. And as I sat binding my toes, two
of the elders in black, with umbrellas under their arras,
approached from the direction of the village.

They made me so furious, I had to hasten to fasten my
boot, to hurry on again, before they should come near me.
I could not bear the way they walked and talked, so
crambling and material and mealy-mouthed.

Then it did actually begin to rain. I was just going
down a short hill. So I sat under a bush and watched the
trees drip. I was so glad to be there, homeless, without
place or belonging, crouching under the leaves in the copse
by the road, that I felt I had, like the meek, inherited the
earth. Some men went by, with their coat-collars turned
up, and the rain making still blacker their black broadcloth
shoulders. They did not see me. I was as safe and separate
as a ghost. So I ate the remains of my food that I had
bought in Zurich, and waited for the rain.

Later, in the wet Sunday afternoon, I went on to the
little lake, past many inert, neutral, material people, down
an ugly road where trams ran. The blight of Sunday was
almost intolerable near the town.

So on I went^ by the side of the steamy, reedy lake,
walking the length of it Then suddenly I went in to a
little villa by the water for tea. In Switzerland every house
is a villa,

But this villa was kept by two old ladies and a delicate
dog, who must not get bis feet wet I was very happy
there. I had good jam and strange honey-cakes for tea,
that I liked, and the little old ladies pattered round in a
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